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War having sent up the price of timber, the owner,
quite in keeping with the spirit of the age valuing
his giants according to the price their carcases
fetched in the market, had them hewn down to
take advantage of the high prices and of his country's
need. Being born a tree-worshipper after the
manner of Goethe and Ruskin, I swear at the
wretch and hasten my steps to escape the ghastly
sight, and soon reach the top of the road. Here, by
one of those strange contrasts in which Nature
likes to indulge, I notice on the high banks rhododen-
dron-bushes running too regularly to be self-sown,
and so I again inquire and find that the rich owner
of a neighbouring country-house had this cutting
made in the road to make the gradient easy for the
poor dray-horses which when they came to this
steep part tugged and struggled and at times lost
their foothold and fell. When the cutting was
made, there was naturally left a high bank staringly
ugly on either side. Being a man of taste and feeling,
he had the banks nicely sloped and sown with wild
flowers and flowering-shrubs. Although the good
man has passed away these many years, his kindly
thoughts can never die, but will blossom on these
banks every Spring and Summer and cheer the sight
of many a toil-worn labourer on his way home in the
evenings and gladden the hearts of many a youthful
village couple as they stray up the ridge arm-in-
arm of a Sunday afternoon and stand close together
admiring the blossomed bushes, wreathed in smiles
and full of love's young dreams. I walked down and
soon came to the well-remembered sign-post of the